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That brought forth fruit of death ; yet must you know

What counsels led me by the hand, and whence

My wrath was fostered ; and how all alone,

How utterly uncomforted, and girt

With how great peril, when the man was slain,

I stood and found not you to counsel me,

And no man else that loved ; and in such need

If I did ill to seek to that strong hand

Which had for me done evil, if evil it were

To avenge me of mine enemy, what did they

That by their hands and voices on his side

Put force on me to wed him ? yet I say not

I was indeed enforced; I will not mock

With one false plea my penitent heart, nor strive

With words to darken counsel, nor incense

By foolishness your wisdom, to provoke

A judgment heavier than I wait for; nay,

You have not said that bitter thing of me

That I may dare unsay; what most I would,

I must deny not; yet I pray you think,

Even as might God, being just, what cause I had,

What plea to lighten my sore load of sin,

Mismated and miscounselled, and had seen

Of niy sad life not wholly nineteen years

When I came hither crowned ; "as yet would God

Your head, my brother, had endured for mine

That heaviness of honour, and this hand

The weight of Scotland, that being laid in mine

Has fallen and left it maimed, and on my brows

A mark as his whose temples for his crime